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Sf TO 
| The Illuſtrious and 


Generous, the Nobility and 
Gentry ofthe Kingdom of England. 


F. $. wiſheth all encreaſe of Ho- 
nour, Happineſſe , and Proſperity: 


Right Honourable, 


— — 


Sy Know it will appear ſtrange & prepoſterous, 
Nl to many, toſee « Poem of this nature, an 
theſe diftraFed and confuſed times (when 
ſcarce the iron hand of Warre isceaſt : but 
"like a fearefull aud prodigious (ommet fil 
hangs over ts, threatning ruine and de- 
flruftzon to this royall Kingdome) ſet forth to the view and 
(enſure of the world, For, noble Gentlemen, I muſt 11- 
genuouſly confeſſe, it bad beene much more ſutable tothe 
Times , had it bad its birth in our Halcyon dayes , when 
bleft peace and proſperity reigned in ourhappy Albion : but 
ſence *tts fo unhappy to breathe life in this unnaturall age, 
let it begge your favourable and candid cenſures : not of A- 
; = OO 


The Epiſtle Dedicatorie, 
bortive, but a Poſthumus. eAnd new to Vindicate my for 
from feule detrafl jon, which the exous and carping Zoey 
luſſes & Mamalſts of «il (5y thesr wirelent 164 

pens, toprefadice and trazace the workes of 
 bavetor frequently , but nyoff falſely caſt upon writers : 1 
ſhall endeavour to give you ſore ſatisfafory reaſons of pub- 
liſhing this my P amphlet, | 

fir , beganſe I never heard or vead of any beoke of 
this ſubje, ſet forth iu the Engliſh tongue, altbough in 
all other languages they are moſt frequent. 

The next is for the benefit , pttaſaere, or delight of the 
Reader, eſp eetally now in theſe ſad and d5ſconſelaie temes,rt 
being a great refreſhment , ard recreation to the minde of 
man, (by way of d:vertion\ ta take bim off from the con- 
federation of theſe danger-threatning times, and enter- 
taine bis thoaghts, ſometimes mith ſaeere Variety of mat- 
ter, according to that ſaying : Interpone tuis, inter- 
dum gaudea curis, ut poſſes animo, quemvis fufferre 
laborem. | 

And lafily, although this Poem is but a colleBion of de. 
Vers. ſentences , phraſes , Ofc. 4s appeareth ix the Title, 
( 20t methodically compoſed or digeſted) it being anpoſſi- 
ble in a ſubjeF of this nature, ſo to doe ) but promiſcuouſly 
intermixt with variety and delight ) which maxy yeares 
ſpnce intimes of my better proſperity, I gathered out of ſome 
 bundreds of Authors , never baving the leaſt thought of 
putting it to Preſſe. Tet now, by the importunity, or ra- 
ther the commands. of ſome noble friends, to whoſe endeaye. 
ments for theer noble fayours , I owe my gratituae : I bave 
edventured, or rather reſumed, (under your noble patro- 
rage and proteBion  toput it intoprint : And noble Gen- 
tlemen, let mee indulge your favours , not toregat it with 

; prejudicate 


The Epiſtle dedicatorie, 
prejudicate opinions, for then I know you will doome it to 
(corne and your contempt : but that you will bebold it, with 
a graciow and favourable aſpeFt , rather pittying then cen- 
ſuring the eAuthor , and where you finde it wortbieſſe and 
wnuſefull, you would bury it tn the Ocean of your goodneſs, 
thereby you will oblige me for to be, 


[ Your Honours in allhamble obſeryance 
and duty, = 
F.S. 
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The Epiſtle Dedicatorie, 
bortive, but a Poſthumus. eAnd now to vindicate my "of 
from feuledetraft jon, which the exvinus and carping Zoey 
luſſes & Mama(ſts of «if age (7 es due rae" oa 
pens, toprefudice and traduce the workes of ) 
| bavetoofrequently , but neoff falſely caſt upon writers : 1 
ſhall endeavour to give yau ſome fatisfafory reaſons of pub- 
liſhing this my P amphlet, © 
<3; bit , beganuſe I never heard or vead of any beoke of 
this ſubje8 , ſet forth iu the Engliſh tongue, although in 
all ther languages they are moſt frequent. 

The next is for the benefit , pteaſare, or dehight of the 
Reader, efpeetally now iu theſe ſad and dsſconſolaie t emes, itt 
being a great refreſhment , ard recreation to the mine of 
man, (by way of e:yertion\) to take bim off fram the con- 
federation of theſe danger-threatning times, and enter- 
taine bis thoughts, ſometimes mith ſaeeve Variety of mat- 
ter , according to that ſaying: Interpone tuis, inter- 
dum gaudea curis, ut poſſes animo, quemvis fufferre 
laborem. | 

And laftly, although this Poem is but a colleBion of dr. 
Vers. ſentences , phraſes , &c. as appeareth ax the Title, 
( ot methodically compoſed or digeſted) it being anpoſſi« 
ble in a ſubjeF of this nature, ſo to doe ) but promiſcuouſly 
ixtermixt with variety and delight ) which many yeares 
fnce intimes of my better proſperity, I gathered out of ſome 
 bunareds of Authors , never having the leaft thought of 
putting it to Preſſe. Tet now, by the importunity, or ra- 
ther the commands. of ſome noble friends, to whoſe endeare- 
ments for theer noble favours , I owe my gratituae : I havye 
adyentured, or rather preſumed, (under your noble patyo- 
rage and proteRion  toput it intoprint : And noble Gen- 
tlemen, let mee indulge your favours , not to reade it with 

; prejudicate 


| 
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The Epiſtle dedicatorie, 
prejudicate opinions , for then I know you will doome it to 
{corne and your contempt : but that you will bebold it, with 
4 gracious and favourable aſpeft , rather pireying then cen- 
ſuring the eAuthor , and where you find it wortbieſſe and 
wnuſefull , you would bury it in the Ocean of your goodneſs, 
thereby you will oblige me for to be, 


Ave 


Your Honours in allhamble obſeryance 
and duty, "_ 
F.S. 
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:Vertudand gracerrmineparalle 
"2 All-qualities that: fpring foghs vertue, have their 


reward. | 
$3420 wt 3605 2ug ,UIMmiBonords ©! 255 han Where 


Yea 


' Briefe and compendious abſtra& of 


moſt witty, Ingenious, wile, and lear. 
| ned SENTENCES and 
"PHRASES... - 


Vertue illuſtrates true Nobility. 
Bounty and mercy grace Nobility, 
Bountt's the badge of true Nobitsty. 
Reputation is the ſoule of Honour. - 


7 H E fickneſle of the bodie, oft- -times 

proves phyſick tothe ſoule. 
Afflitions are preparatives for 

grace, 
Vertu's more worth , then all the 
Aion hidden treaſures of the earth, 

- Mercie $ the obje@& of a Chriſtian,-- 

Sinne and grace are incompatible, 

This worlt; 's 2 roment to eternity. 

All earthly treaſures are bat vanities, 


. | :Heaven is the obje@ ofthe foulegf man. 


Content is the crown of _— —_— 
ith Heaven. 
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. Where heauty is, there needs no other plea.. 
Richesarclear for torelievethe poor. 7 | 
Herhattelioves the yops, pives hes to Heaven, 
Bounty and liberality conſiſts, not in feaſting the 
rich, but feeding the pode. 
Hee that contgemns the poore may forget Heaven. 
The rich mins bonnty , isthe poore mans Exche. 
uer. 
» To feede the hungry,cloath the naked, and relieve 
the poore, is 2 Sacrfice heavens well pleaſed with. 
The ficknefle'of age fs avatice , the crrours of 
youth profaneneſſe. x 
The memory of paſt misfortunes augments the 
preſent happinelh, 
Revenge {weetens difgrace. 
Innocence is the ſafeſt armour. 
Storms divided abute theirforce. 
Melancholy is the nurſe of frenrzie. 
Worth thould ever-be admiced, and vertue lov'd. 
Conqueſts hard got; are ſweete and glorious. 
Let vertue be the obje& of your will, 
Deſperate torments muſt have deſperate cures. 
Mans greateſt extreamity, is Heavens bet oppor- 
Grant mee ious heaven, the head of Salomon. 
and the heart ? Deved. | P 
He is Mafterofany mans life, that contemnes his 
Whofoevece writes a modern 


> ry a« mayichance Grike out 
xa bougplinbl, wrt Mob ; 
may | 


= 
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he minde ought to hi x ho remember, 
that paſſion ought to be her vaſſall, not her Maſter. 
: Hee's of a poote ſpirit that declines cvery mans 


The covetous man reliſhes any thing that comes of 
free coſt. HRS >, 
Money comes neere the nature of ſpirit it is ſo 
ſubtle, it opens.lockes, drawes curtaines , buyes wit, 
ſells honeſty. 
AﬀeRion flowes uncompelled. 
Your feares abuſe you. 
Shew not a guilt of ſo much weakeneſle in you, 
It is in vaine to interrupt our fate. 
4 What is decreed above, becomes not mortalls to 
ue, ; 
eeme ſelfe to liberty againe. 
Ambition like atorrent ae'relookes baak. 
— is the Laſt affeRion a great minde can 
put off. | 
Ler nor faith feeme..cheaperfor ſpringing out of 
ke dignity oferuth is loſt by much proteſti 
ignity of cruth is roteſting, few 
_ vertuous.when reward'saway. 4 by 
| y are petty crimes.arce.punithit,great rewarded. 
Attempts begun with Jan fer, ill end with glory. 
As arimes doe grow, juſtice ſhould. rowze herſelfe. 


Better thy fortunes ſhould-forſake thee, then thy 
vertues. 
Let falſhood flee thy brez. _ 
Let not hatred harbour inthy/baſome; - | 
Adde not to the ill you haye:done, | 
fol. B 2 Reſo- 
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Reſolution-ever waits thenoble mind... | 

Obeyrneceſlity, and lick che Lyons feet el heppicr 
times, 

By your delayes, you haſten miſcries. 

Betray not your ſelfe to —_ luſt, « or balkcons 
tempt. | | 

Let revenge lleepe. 

Laugh-not at aged ſorrow. 

Detra& not from your ſelf. 

Sell not your libert 
= not your ſoul Gr ſuch a vanity aseye-pleafi ng 

auty. 

Make tryall of your vertues. 

No hell ſo low, which luſt and women cannot lead 
unto. 

Into how ſad a toyle ambition and ſwift ryot run 
into, when mean content fits low, happy and ſecure. 

No courſe that's iviotent, can be ſecure. 

Smoorh runs thebrooke, whereas: the ſireame is 


G—_— 
| - Foxe barks not, when he would ſteal the lamb. 
poſite to ever {wards ood, rs truth and falſhood, 
The alleſt wo troden Ofle 
Things ill got,.have etbrbad = "THE 
The common'peopleare:like ſimmer flies. 
Suſpition alwayes haunts the guilty mind. 
: The woridsatheatre of theft ,-great rivers: ——_— 


 ſthallet brooks, and thefniebe/Oconmi! 4c/! + 1:12 
Cloſe as a Uſurers purſe. 
Let reaſon cleer your ſight. 

Let noctimeent-eripgoncc 297181 2.31 39d 
w_ Eg. — 


* 
-- 
do 


o 
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FITS, ABT RINTH, - 
Moſt things are whatthey ſceme, NOT 2s they, be, 
all is opinion. 
Sometimes at a banquet, more ground is got, then 
ata bloody battle. 
Nature will neverviolate.her a. 
Were ita tempeſt in a ſhowr of gold, I would ch- 


dure it. 
One ill ſucceeds another , untill the mouth of miſ- 


chicfe be made up. 

Gold can make hard the fofteſt con ſcience. 

Aſcribe not that to merit, which was meer fortune. . 

Rub not old wounds, to bleed againe. 

Adde notafflition to miſery. 

Wound not reputation ſo 

Be a friend to truth. 

It's a meere comment of your owne. 

Fortune is blind, and ſees not wher's deſert. 

Bootleſſe is complaint where there's no remedy. 

Lovebeing reſiſted, growes impatient. 

Fortune is yet your Fiend 

Time is the author, SE of truth and right. 

Time is the child of truth. 

Violence leaps forth-like Thunder  wrept ina abal 
of fire. .. 

Seek not to encreaſe your ſorrow. 

Nouriſh not jealqys thoughts... 

Beauty invites temptati”s |, . 0 10. 

moms up your { one vertue... 

I am circled round [ors Ir and no hope lefe 

to redeeme me. 

They are kd meR that , tapes heir owne 


deſerts..,.,...:.... + | 
i | B3* | | You 


Cencc. 


w1TY EABYRINTE, 


ger your 6wae ſhame, ' 
| h muſt always beuſheredwhh fear 
Sacks (I hope) are wing'd with mno- 


I muſtexat y our ntmoſt care ih this. - | 

From a pure Tring, ſweet rivers ever flow. 

Gold's not too dear a ſollary for ſuch a bazard. 

Burſt not with envy. 

Vertue's turn'd hand-maid to blind fortune. 

Honeſt ſimplicity and trath are the agents Te 

G_ 
wiſh my ſccret thoughts lay open to diſcovery. 

It's notime now to play with your good fortune. 

Equall nature made us alfof one mould, 

'Tis not fortune, but your folly. 

You ſhall runne no ſuch hazard. 

Torment me not with Qation, 


I defire hot my dee 
True loves a Rrexts1 he er atyrant. 


Duty muſt nor aſſumerhe name of merir. 

I amvpaid for all my ſufferings, 

Have all your wiſhes. 

"Difdaine not vertuethough clad in nag : 

4 drunke with 2 talſe opinion of your wwe 

wortn., 

Thinke not with Giavt arms ro'farbomearth., 

Flatter not your Oo age | 

Redeeme the forftir of 

ar confefrioref liewisy parton. *1 =. 
6: Fi got at danger. . ; | - 0 


"-Youtth 
AVi 
My ve 


gy oþ i; . n 


T Ply not Frith anger, that will ms — 


FITS LABYRINTH, 
'Tis above wondeg;mideard of violence. ©. - ." 
All mypoore formaes arcat ſtake, and Imuft run 
the hazard, i Cot 976 y 
I have long fed on the bread of ſorrow. 
Comfort's a ſtranger to me. 
The amazed Sunne hides his face behind a mazke 
of clouds. s ; ta 
In my ſufferings, all ſorrow's comprehended. *' 
Theſe are but Chymera's of your jealous feares, 
I have not faith enough for to believe you. 
I muſt not credit impoſſibiliries. 
The torrent of your joyes will o're-whelme you. 
Temperance is the Queen of vertues. 
You deſcribe a wonder a rare temper. 
Youwrack me beyond patience. 
Cheriſh deſert inall, | 
I walk upon a bridge of glaſſe. 
I would not live {lave to jealoukfie for the world. 
Such crueſty would force a ſavage to compaflion. 
Men pitty-beafts of rapine, fo're-matcht. . : 
You beare it with a Saint-like patience. 
_ not fuell to that fire rhat burnes too hot al 
ready. | 
Where cruelty reignes , there dwells nor-love 
nor honour. P. MO! 
Will you affiſt me in my undevtak 


It falls not in the compaſle of my underflandiog, 
Be not tranſported thy-with grife and ſorrow. 
This confirmes whatbefore1 doubted.” 7 
Can your charity deſcend ſo'low as tolook on my 
ſufferings ? 3 | | 
.. Begoteoo indulgent to your folly. 


> 


$ wiTs LABTRINTH, 
Your malice cannot reach me... 
1 'Yourhnftof forcenow uſe:your patience. 
Y are wrong'd beyond a cowards ſufferance. 
All circumſtances mect to give it credit. 


| vicewith all her greatneſle, : _ 
| You'l pluck a mountaine of diſgrace upon you. 
You are all made of paſſion. 
Ie teach my Spaniel to howle in better language. 
You forget the dignity of the place. | 
You cannot free. your ſelfe from theſe aſpexſions. 
:-Icannotcloath my thoughts in better-language. 
Like a rocke I'le beate off all temptations, 
You mayas ſoone waſh an Ethiope white. 
Never cure was.but with ſome paines,cfleQed. 
I'de rather truſt the mercy of a ftorme, thento be 
calm'd for ever. . 
| Lernot feare'ftight you, nor hope fogle you. 
.- » Allis notdeadly, thatlookes dangerous. 
Times/ancient: bawde- is opporunity. 
Folly begets danget. ' 
Y'have ſpoke the worſt that malice could invent. 
Cedars and ſhrubs are not parallels. bong 
. -oVagginity-ib an dnciept miajd , is likeoa garment 
long laid by, and out of faſhion, not worth wearing. 
Virginity ſometimes is like a falſe friend ,- better 
lokkthen kept. :- :-; |; +); 


) 900079 3-3 fI1 OL 2444! 
Four&boughts inftru& youll, .,o:- +1 304 -* 
Your heart's @rcbellto.yon;s 12/1 gon vi tu 
\- Deſcengs to.ill are: eaſie; fieepe are.the ieps to 
aces ; c $1) 
. Tlewaken bpaven andearth wich mg exolaims-: 


19Y Griefes 


Vertue though in rags , may challenge more, then 


Py Dude ca lats.:. nw, es | 
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 Griefe's a true watch-man. 
Baſe ones made big by beauty, are but Mlaves. 
Unequall marriage is not love, but luſt. 
The Bee can breed no.poyſon, though ſhee ſucke 
the juyce of hemlock. 
Indignation flies on wings of thunder. 
Traytors are like to poyſon'darrowes, which ty- 
rants ſhoot at miſchiefe. 
Mineeyes waxe dim with expeQation. 
The minde of man is like areſt'efſe ſhipthat's toſt 
and hurl'd upon the ſurging ſeas, | 
The lofty Eagle will notcatch at flies. 
This world's a chaos of confuſion 
The nights black mantle over-ſpreads the skie, 
Blacke night is fled to Eo deformed cell. 
You dwellio Labyrinths. _ 
Your language is more dubious than an oracle, 
The Spaniel fawnes, becauſe he dares not bark. 
You flatter as though you had ſerv'd your appren- 
tiſhip in Court. 
our ſtarres bid you be happy. 
Your heart's like pibbles, ſmooth, yet Rony. 
Generous ſpirits,are ſtill ſubje& ro credulity. 
'Tis the miſery of Princesto fin in ignorance. 
Youwill repent this language, 
Inroule your meaning in your ſpeech. 
Old time hath thrown his feathers from his heels, 
It is legitimate blood of the rich grape. 
Ile ſooner couple witha man-drake, and beget 


groanes. 
I'me loſt unto your memor ' | 
Time bath now TE and goes _ 


$ 
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As penfiveas the night.. 
As liberall as the Sun, which ſhines on all. 
Gold is thequinteſcence andElixar of all metals. 
ime grows humorous with ages” ++ - --- 
he morns faire cheek hath not yet loft her tears. 
Theeye of heaven doth winke, orisouts "+ -| 
Mixe ability with your will. O 
As wholſome as the blood of grapes to age. 
You will inrage your violence. * 7 + 
The frozen hand of death hath ceaz'd him. » 
Thesuake bath caſt his skin. f2 ; wr 
As ſwift as thontght. © IO! 
Eolus defend us from theſfe'ſtormes. 
The Jewellrhat's enjoy'd, is noteſteem'd. 
True beauty, yer was never mercileſſe. 
Who moſt doe love, miſt ſeeme'moſt to negleR. 
Night, nor {lcepate nor more filetit, 
Ifa man halt but once in his eſtate, friendſhip will 
prove but broken crutches to him. 
' Nightwith her black fieeds drawes'vp the day. 
They deafen aire with their loud exclaims. 
In warres, is wealth and honour to be wonne. 
G — for the abſent, is like forrowing for the 
ca . 
Outward ſhewes expreſſe not alwayes truth. 
Imagination doth not ever faile. 
Sparks of bogour will burſt into flames. 
A Princes greateſt glory is but a cloudy miſt, 
Princes with their lookes engender feare. 
I love to heare vice anatomiz'd. 
Obſerye him as the watch obſerves the clock; 
There's nothing Roman in him. = | 
m- 
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Ambition makes mote rruſty ſlaves, then need. 


When power. thatmay command, doth much de- 
{cend, their bondage, whom it ſtoopes too, it intends. 

It is not:lute To inforcea Soverainges care. 

Princes hearewell, if they at allwwillheare. 

Wrath covered, carries fate with it. 

_ Revenge is loſt, if men profeſſerhey hate, 

It is not ſafe, the children draw long breath, that 
are provoked bya parents death, 

Thunder ſpeakes not till it hit, 

None ſooner zre oppreft, thenthey, whom confi- 
dencebetrayes to reſt. 

All power is'to be fear'd, where 'tis too much. 

Age in all things breeds negle. 

Wolves doe change their haire, but not their 
hearts. 

Take heed of whiſpering your thoughts. 

There isno loſſe, nor ſhatme in providence. 

He threatens many, that hath injur'd one. 

Your fraud is worſe to me then violence. 

You ftrive to make him guilty, whotn you have 
foredoom'd. | 

Your thoughts lookethroughyour words. 

The coward, and the valiant man muſt fall. 

The rimes'are ficke, when vertuecannor ſafely bee 
Who tonriſherbaT:yon, muſt obey him. 
A Princes power makes a'l his z@ions good. - 


+ /Priticts agetits are Ye dumb inftruments, to doe, 


Frm ator belive, or fearchir 


he wayto riſe, Yo/obey;andplcaſe. 
C 2 


but noten 


No 


1 ” WITS LABTRINTH, 

No innocence is ſafe, when power conteſts. . 
. What wee doe "know will come , wee ſhould not 
care, | | 

'Tis hard when ignorance is ſcarcely innocent. 

A good man rather muſt fit downe with loſſe, than 
riſeunjuſt. * 

'Tis place, not blood , diſcernes the noble; and 
the baſe. 

Night hath many eyes; whereof, though moſt 
doe ſleepe, yet ſomeare ſpies. - | 

'Tis-now about the goone of night. 

He well doth give, where merit meets his bounty, 

Injuries negleQed, finde their owne grave. 

The puniſhment of writers augments the reputa- 
tion of his workes. 

The firſt crime is the bridge to all ſucceeding 
ONES. 


When a woman hath loſt her chaſtity, ſhee hath - 


no more to loſe. | 
Where diſtruſt begins , there friendſhip ends. 


5s OA, -. + 


There's.nothbing in man but his ambition , that + 


waxcth not olde. | 
Great matters ſhould bee ſooner done, than dif- 
puted of. 
'Tis more honour to give, than to receive. 
Whea the ſervice is ſo great, that it cannot well 


be recompenc'd; it makes him that hath done it, odi- 


ous and troubleſome. . 


Princes had rather give to. oblige, than to acquite - 


themſelves by rewarding. 
* Patience too muchwr 
Providence is the ſafeft | 


d, turnes to fury.: 


of fo reune, . ” 
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” That power can never bee well us'd, that is il! 


Bris hard'to judge of a mans felicity , before 
his death. 
= That favour that is acquired by merit , or good 
fortune, is conſerv'd by modeſty, and loſt by inſo- 
lence. | | 

Vertue whereſocver found, is honourable. 

Fortune attend me, as my ends are juſt. 

Suffer mine eyes for to diſcourſe my griefes. 

Vertue and grace, are alwayes pair'd together. 

Braine is the mother of invention. 

Kill this monſter griefe. 

True worth, ſcornes to turne Camelion. 

bury beautie's withered , Jluſtfull love growes 
cold. 

Your guilt keepes ope youreyes. 

Midnight's the generall Bawde to the whole 
world. 

Nimble prevention out-runs woe. | 

'Tis xare, to finde a woman chaſte and faire. 

Deftru&ion, though delaid, yet's deadly ſure, 

The bleſſed man is abſolutely rich. 

As ſecret as calme filence, orthe night. 

Anothers lofſe, makes many fortunate, 

In fickneſfe, an affociate helps diſeaſe. 

Envi's the common traytor to Eſtate. 


That man's to lethe n'd, that takes a 
Politicianto his friend. 7 8 


_ Toſuffer wrong, inflames revenge. 
SON: pap ceinn wEREErS wins A 
WJ; AN 
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An hypocrites heart is like a deceitfoll fpunge; 
The ſunne at bis departure ſeem'd to ſmile. . 
Miſchiefe, like mighty waves, ne're cotnes atone. 
Place cannot change the nature of good things, 
Innocence is reſolutions ground. 

Let affe&tion be your ſervant, will your ſlave , paſ- 
ſfion your drudge. | 

The Foord is ſhalloweſt, where the ftreame doth 
roare. 

Hearts are ſmall things, but infinite in defires, 

The head-Rtrong windes doe rage with hideous 
ſtormes. 

The fearefull Sunne deſcends as red as blood. 

There is no hellto an aſpiring minde, 

Atl trive to have,but few tor to deſerve. 

What horrour and affrightment ceaſeth me. 

The ſun will bluſh, for tobchold ſuch guilt. 

Man is the pride of heavens creation. 

Let not clouds of paſſion choske your reaſon. 

Nothing deforms aman ſo much as finne, _. . 

Whenblack hands are lift up, heaven hath to fee- 


ling. | 
| Peath could not ſpeake a word more fatallto mee. 
Juſt heaven will ne're forfake the innocent. (part. 
Griefe's weight is eas'd, when*each-one beares bis 
Ignorance doth not alwayes ſtrut in fattin, it oft- 
times walkes a Clergy pace in blacke. | 
The Foxe will handy prey before the Lyon, 
e = ords are ayery, ſhades.,; they, are deedes that 
EllCs  ,-: EE | [err PO enmnty 
f Wealth is abus'd, when it condudts to tet; = 
He's bleſt, that to bee rich, can give conſent 
with 
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What ground for this ſuſpition , figde your. 
+ thoughts, | 
' Our heads cutayre , and yet our hearts plough 
- earth,” 1. 
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PITS LAFTRINTH, 
with haneſty , or reſt poore with content. 


I5- 


Let mercy m_ within your gentle breaſt, 


Murther from Heavens eye cannot be conceal'd. 


Vaine thoughts will flatter you. 


Paſſion muſt vent it ſelfe in ſpeech or tezres, 


Too much indulgence is not love, but hate. 
The body hath no ſickneſle like the minde, 


You hugge your hopes , as a politician his ayery 


plots. 


in filence. ; 


Murther, like your Jcſuite, doth whiſper death 


The Vſurer whilſt his intereſt money in doth 
trole, cares not toloſe the principall his foule. 

Murther will out, though by the ators mouth. 

Rich men, as well as poore, muſt rurne toduſt. 


Gold's the world's Idoll. 


Gold is the young man's whore , the olde man's 


ſaint. 
Ignorance is foe to arts. 
ou put intoa ſea, you cannot found, 


Harke how the ſound of horrour beates the ayre. 
The Alpine ſnow at the ſunne beames doth melt. 


'Tis vanity to quarrel! with your deſtiny - 


Who ſeemes moſt crafty, proves oft-times'moſt 


foole. 
Mercy is Nobilities true badge. 
The Raven doth not hatcha larke. 


- 


Sorrow 


16 
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Sorrow conceal'd , doth burn the heart to cyn- 


ders . , 
- {The Firmameat hath not more Sunnes than one. 


Friends ſhould aſſociate friends in griefe and woe. 


Truſt him by leaſure, that deceiv'd thee once. 


Your ſmiles co mee arc like a flattering glafle../ 
There is {edition in your countenance. 
Content's a Kingdome,and you weare the crowne. 
Baniſh from your breaſt ſad diſcontent. 

Care lodges in my heart, griefe in my breaſt. 
Charity is fled to Heaven. 

Death is the end ofall calamity. 

Rich men flye the poore, as good men ſhunne the 


Devill. 


Oh what a clogge to the ſoule is (inne., 
'Pity it is repentance comes too late. 
Blow not thoſe coales, which long were rak'd in 


embers. 


Let not the head contend againſt the foote. 

A benefit upbraided, forfeits thankes. 

There's no content attends a wavering minde. 
That man ts only bappy with bis fate, 

That is contented in 4 ſetled tate. 

Time flies with winged haſt. 

A bounteous a& hath alwayes glory following it. 
'Tis beſtto feare without a cond. 

Your ſword hath made ſome windowes for tmy ' 


blood. 


Who hunts for honour, happineſſe negleas. 
You are both deafe to prayers , and blinde to | 


teares, | 


| Bybaſe revenge, there is no honour wonne. © 


To 
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To forgive an Injury, is the greateſt victory. 
He that will once give thewall, ſhall quickly bee 
thruſt intothe kennell. 
Iwas not ſalted at the Univerſity tobe colted here; 
Love's the reward of love. 
Milſchiefe for miſchiefe, is a due reward. 
Blood asketh blood, and death muſt death requite. 
Wrong done, is righted , when men grant, they 
crre. 
Tell trueth , and ſhame all travellers and trade(- 
men. 
| He that ſoares too neare the Sunne, may melt his 
wings. 
luſhing doth ill ina waiting-Gentlewoman , bur 
monſtruous inan old Courtier, 
The Vulture ſmels a prey. 
Sin isthe worſt of ills. 
A duty well diſcharg'd, is never followed by ſadd 
repentance. 
The world's a (itie, full of ftraying ſtreets, 
And death's the market-place where all doe meet, 
Make not miſery and afli&iona toy to jeſt at. 
My hope's a priſoner to me. "Mn 
A willing man dyes ſleeping. 
Truth is times eldeſt daughter. 
Awake, and pay the duty which you owe. 
Power makes all things lawfull. 
Envy ſtands ever gaping at deſert. 
Love hath a blind-fold judgment. 
Truth hath no need of Rhetorick. . 
Death is a debt, for whichthere is no forgiyeneſſe. 


Perfiwaſion ſhall not change me. 
D | No 
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Noman ſhall want his merit. 
Still waters drowne , the ſhallow doe but roar 
It is truths part to ſuffer. 
A Baſtard is the filthy dreggs of luſt , that was b\ 
got when ſinne was revelling. 
Shake hands with paſſion. 
Earth muſt not queſtion Heaven. 
As innocent as truth, 
Kill not your comfort, 
Gold is a good perſwader. ” 
He that knowes the world, knowcs not all her miſ- 
_— 4 
are may revent aga | 
+ Hethat Fours Noe, Hal | be ſur to finde it. 
In tilleſtrivers, are the greateſt dangers. 
Make vertue your companion evermore., 
Truth wall appeare ſometimesby. miracle. 
Severity brings ſafety. 
— will make a man the better reliſh happi- 
neſſe 
Dally ma with milchic&. .. 
Haba T muſs. that ſhould hate the 


—_— 
All hip-wracks are not drownings. 
_ Stomackes with kindneſle cloja » 4diſdaine muſt 
irre. 
Deepe plots defire the night, not babling da 
Wine is wits mid-wife. es f 
Time ma Opry wap 
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henurſe of frenzie. 
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The pooreſt ſervice is repaid with thankes, 
It is the minde that makes the body rich. 
The fire of love is blowne by dalliance. 
; The more ill threats us, we ſuſpe& rhe lefle. 
' Preferment ſeldome oraceth baſhfulneſle. 
Cares are companions of a crowne. 
Miſchiefe lurkes inthe darke. 
A ſtorme may come, be the day ne're (o cleare. 
Quicke ſpeede is good, where wiſdomeleades the 
vay. 
C Haſty purpoſes, have hated ends. 
gi Death is the conquerour of Kings. 
He loves nor me, that loves mine enemie. 
The monſter griefe afli&s my very ſoule. 
Death is tarre ſweeter then captivity. 
Reaſon's the miſtreſſe of experience. 
Report is ever ſubje& ro abuſes. 
Worth ſhould be ever admir'd, and vertue lov'd. 
True love is void of feare. 


of No danger can affi& a conſtant minde. 
Your waxen wings will melt againſt the Sun. 
Beauty may tempt ro luſt, 

C Put not out the eye of reaſon. 


Beauty ſet to ſale, wantons rhe blood, | 
Beauty doth draw like to the wanton morning ſun, 
t the S3es of men to gaze on. 
Truth will be prevalent. 
Jo ſtice, like lightning, ever ſhould appeare, 
o few mens ruine, bur to all mens feare. 
Letnot paſſionecclips your judgment, or reaſon. 
Truth will diſcover all mens treacheries. 
Mercy and beauty well doe ſympathize. 
: D 2 _ Cauſes 
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Cauſes beſt friended, have the beſt events. 
Better be ever damb, then not ſpeake truth, 
Silence argues guilt. | 
Appetite to love, neverleaves an old woman, till 
cracking of nuts failes her: 
Sleepe is deaths younger brother. 
Aman paſt grace, is paſt recovery: 
Nights candles burne obſcure. 
The moone tyes buried in a cloud. 
Earths joyes are but ſhort !iv'd. 
Your ſoule bleedes at your eyes. 
The care of Stare is quicke, and jealous. 
Good men may erre ſometimes. 
Soft reſt hath ceas'd on mortalls browes, 
Paſfion, like midnight, fits upon your thoughts. 
Fe vent my griefes 1n ſilence. 
Experience makes it good, they ſtand not faſt, that _ 
riſe by blood. | = 
What fits you not to know, leave to deſire. _ | 
Suſpitions eyedoth dog yous 
Death is the poſt of heaven. . 
Take truce with ſorrow. 
You may as ſoone perſwade the Ocean, ina form 
to leave ſwelling. — 
Envye mg Sea pull downe innocence. 
; _ thing the lefſe common it is, the more ad- 
mir'd. 
Loveis ever ſeconded with flattery. : 
Vertue is rich, and rewards it ſelfe, > 
Death's a quicke carver. | k 
Death is the harbinger of heaven. 
Fortune ſhowres downs content beyond deſert. 
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Nature hath made you, what ſhe need not ſhame. 
When he that ſhould reward, forgets the man, 'tis 


vertue to boaſt a merit. 


Time creepes, when we expe our bliſle. 
Prevent your fate, by vertuous providence. 
No ſun-ſhine followes me. 

Virgins reſolves are weake. 

Be reconcil'd to verrue. 

Innocence is a ſtrong tower. 

Death's a devouring gamſter. 

Reproach is death, to him that liv'd in fame. - 
Griefe by diſpaire ſeemes greater then ir is. 
By induſtry, wiſe men doe ſeeke reliefe. 
True ſetled love, can ne're beturn'd to hate. 
Though fortune faileus, let us not faile our ſeltes,:. 
Vertue's unto it ſclfe a ſure reward. 

Beware betimes, and be not wiſe too late... 
There lurks an adder in the greeneſt grafle- 
mg of purpoſe, alwayes hides her head. 
Nothing wounds deeper then ingratitude. 

He that is one mans flave, is free from none, 
Wherethere is plaineneſle, there is ever truth... 
Rage is the vent of torment, 

Milchiefe's ready way lyes alwayes open. 

Gold is of power to make an Eagle's ſpeed.” 
Fortune is fickle, and her face is blinde.. 

The Foxe fares alwayesbeſt, when he is curſt. 
Great honours are bur fortunes flatteries. 

Who ſoares tooneare the ſun, may melt his wings. . 
The ſhrub is ſafe, when us the Cedar ſhakes, 
Ambirio like the plague, ſee thou eſchew., 


A diſgrace not ſcene, is held no ſhame. 
| D 3 Let : 
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Let not Juſt conquer vertue. 
The Halcyon fings before a ſtorme. 


You know no pitty for an injury. 
Atthe loweſt ebbe, the tide ſtill turnes. 


You have ſhewed me a rich Jewell, and put it in a | 


Casket for your ſclfe. 
When mynes are to bee blowne up, men digge 
lowe. 
Let plenty ſpread your boord , and charity take 
away. 
Great men to Princes, are like valleyes unto hils, 
they may be councelled by them, not controwled. 
Conſcience is ſeldome ſeene in cloath of gold. 
Great fortunes earned, are great flaveries. 
Where Beggars once take almes, they look for't 
ever. 
Storms are at \ca, when it is calme at land. 
You feede ſome diſcontent. 
Diſcontent's a mould, fit tocaſt miſchiefe in. 
Hee that hath the muſes ſmyle, hath moneyes 
frowne. 
Better to fight with Lyons, then with Lawes. 
Heaven is the poore mans champion. 
Sorrow ends not, when as it ſeemeth done. 
Truth hath a quiet breaſt. 
Where words are few , they are ſeldome'ſpefit in 
vaine. | 


Mens ends are 'mark'd , more then their lives 
before. 


You ſecke no ſhelter; to avoid the Rorme. 
A tide of woes comes ruſhing on all at once, 
| Thankes is the exchequer of the/poore. . - 
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Things paſt redreſle, ought to be paſt care. 
Teares ſhew their love, but want their remedy. 
Your heart is aot confederate with your tongue. 
Griefe's not to be aſlwag'd by flatrery. 

Chaſtity is a thing not known in Courr. 
Nothing is hard tothem that dare to dye. 
Cheriſh deſert in all. 

Men are not fit to live in the ſtate they hate. 

The eafineſſe doth much abate the edge. 

No pain's ſo irkſome as a forc'd deli he. 

There needes no flattery , but where deſert is 


wanting, 


He's next in right, that hath the ſtrongeſt power. 
Sometimes noble blood is hid in rags. 

Feare argues a baſe ſpirit. | 

Death is the laſt, and the extream'ſt of ills. 

Vertue is paid her dueby death alone, 

Time weares out, what art or nature cannot bring 


When luſt is up, all womenare alike. 
None can finde, the ſubtle cunning of a womans 


minde, 


You give a drop of honey ina ſea of gall. 
Ther's no reſiſting of neceflity. 

There is a cloud obſcures my ſunne. 

Late providence, procures long repentance. 
Blinde js the cenſure of uccertainties. 

Great ſorrow is alwayes dumbe. 

The greateſt vertue is true patience. 

My heart was never feaver-ſhook with feare: 
Allcenfares'ſoonetake fire. ''- FF 


- Thedawneof mid-night, is the Drunkards noone. 


Chaſtity 


24 


,the ſhade. 


towne bull. 


A faulty woman never wants excuſe. 


ſpoy 
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Chaſtity is a Virgins riches. 
To ſhut your lips faſt, take this locke of gold. 


Women are like to Venice glaſſes, one cracke 
les rhem. ” 
As kinde as the ſunne tothe new-come ſpring. 

As conſtant as the needle tothe adamant. 

Good things abus'd, convert unto the worſt. 

An Eagles neſt diſdaines to batch a crow. 

Small flies it'th ſpiders web are ta'ne, 
When great ones teare the web, and free remaine, 

No man ever durſt ſweare for his wife, but Adam. 


Innocence wrong'd, is crown'd. b. 
Thieves are Dan's Forreſters, or Gentlemen of © 


- 


As melancholy as a lovers lute,or haire. 
Tread not upon my patience. 
A railing wife is worſe then a ſmoaky houſe, 
As bountifull as mynes of India. 
Your letters ſpeakes your mir.de. 
As wanton as a goate. 
Diſcretion is the better part of valour. 
A falſe comfort is worſe then a true wrong. 
Suſpition alwayes hath a ready tongue. 
In poyſon there is phyſicke. 

ake not aſleeping wolfe. 
As neare of kinne, as the pariſh heyfer to the 
Diſcretionis the better part of man. 
Letwiſdome be your guide. my 
Uncaſie lyes the head, that weares a Crowne. 
Olde folkesaretimes doating chronicle. | 


of | 


he 
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He is walk'd the way of nature, and of death. 
Abate your fury. 

As quicke and fiery, as the palfrey-of the ſunne. 

There's flattery ih friendfhip. | 

The man that would have ſold the Lyons skinne, 
while the beaſt liv'd, was kill'd with hunting him. 

Noble mindes contemne difpaire or danger. 

There is more ſafety in a tygers jawes. 

To wretched men, death is felicity. , 

No beaſt is fo fierce, but knowes ſome touch of 


itt. 
4 A wren may prey, where 2h Eagle dares not perch. 
'Tis good to ſort occaſion. 
When clonds appeare , wiſe men put on their 
cloakes. 
The mindeof man.miftruſts enſuing dangers. 
The waters fwell, before a boyſterous ſtorme. 
Riches are i fortune, as greata good, as wiſedome 
is 1 nature, 
Hope is ſucha bate, it covers any hooke. 
Calutmnics ate anfweredbeR with ſilence. 
Health is the blefling of the rich, and tiches of the 
re, 
The ſunne that ſets, may riſe againe. 
Play not with, or delay not opportunity. 
Guilty perſons ſaſpe& what they deſerve. . 
Miſchiefe doth everend, where it begun. 
It is an a& of horrour. 
Heaven never failes the innocent. 
Good wits are greateſt in extreamity. 
To plead forte pry, burts the innocent. 
Mi chiefs Red ebeaſts; tifl rhey be far, and then 
heyvleed. E | 


Brave 


- 
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Brave minds, are ſtrongeſt in extreamities. 
The moſt doe favour errour. 
Reaſon is the ground of arts. . 
Your complements call your faith in queſtion; 
You may improve your vertue, 
Death hath more doores than one. . 
Truth is a word, that doth in every language reliſh 
well. 

Play not too lang upon my patience. 

Mine eyes begin to ſummon me to {leepe. 

| Love is alwayes jealous. 

In full fields, the gleanings are allowed. 
Theend Rill crownes the deed. 
Beſt natures are ſooneſt wrought upon. 
Where ſhall I borrow patience. 
A torme is comming, I muſt provide for harbor. 


Man's rightto every thing wains with his wealth. 
s) 


'Tis a dangerous thing t pros. ag froma Lyon. 
= worſt deedsare made good, with good ſuc- 
ceſle. : 
Flatterers looke like friends, as wolves like . 
Miſery of vertue, ill is made good with worſe, 


A wronged hart will breake a rib of ſteele , but. 


vent it ſelfe. 
You are a gulfe of all ingratitude. | 
 Diſhoneſtthings, have bitter rivers, though deli- 
«ous ſprings. . 
Truth is not made of glafle. 
Princes diſcontents, are like the flames of Etna, 
nottobe quench'd, | 
Pray yicld my innocence juſtice, ; _ 
Doe not inforce your merrits, ſo your ſelfe. | 
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Where medicines loath, it grieves men to bee 
heal'd. " 

Dangeralwayes haunts deſert. 

4 Submiſſion is a full, and compleat recompence. 
| Reward goes backward, honour on his head. 

$ We mult to vertue, for our guide reſort. 

Innovation is more dangerous thanerrour. 

All faults are ſtill-born, that from greatneſs grow. 

Frailty'is fruitfull. 

The height of love is tillwonne with denyings. 

Guilt carries feare with it. 

Flattery, like the plague, pierceth unfelt. 

Keepe not fire in your boſome,, leſt it conſume 

Ou. 
: Youcheriſh a viper in your boſome , which will 
= deſtroyyou. 
? The Politiciavp, or Machevilian, covers hate with 
ſmiles. | 
A Politician muſt ( like lightning ) melt the very 
marrow, yet not pierce the skinne. 

An olde husband is good tomake ſcreene of, to 
ſtand next the fire, whilſt his young wife fits behinde 
him, and keeps a friends lips warme. 

You with your hand turn Fortunes wheele about. 

Verrtue is the fountaine, whence honour ſprings, 

Let no mans birth be blemiſh to his worth, 

We muſt give way to want. 

'Tis manners to take kindneſſe. 

Neceflity muſt be obeyed. 

The feaſt of Marriage is not luſt, but love, 

When Cyzth#2's pride's at full, ſhe waynes againe. 

Death is the greateſt Monarch ig the world. 

E 2 Love 
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Love is a flaveto h | 
Night clad in black, mournes for the loſſe of dope 


Sleepe is death's younger brother,. - . 
L—_ et by wiſt Ae Cool with- god. 
- Firm conftancy, like rockes, can ne're be mov'd 

The face is the index of the minde, 

'Tis a weakeneſſe to meaſure by ur. ſclyes., rhe 
purpoſes of orhers. 

ou way teo much ſale for your ſmall Barque. 

Let not falſe hopes abuſe you: 

Tobe thankfullto a ſervants merits, is growne a 
crime. 

Greatneſfe comes from above. 

'Tis a favour, which vertue cannot warrants 

Aq innocent trueth can never ſtand-in neede of 4 
ouilty lye . 

I am byt coffin to my cares. 

| Mytongue's the voyce of truth. 

Gold is the miſers god. 

Men fleſht in blood, know ſeldome to amend; 

Love ſubdues allrhings. 

Love is the loveraign vertue of the ſoule. 

Death to the godly, is the gate to bliſſe, 
But death (the AW hates to theeAbyſſe. 
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he os 


MOST PITHY, FACE- 
TIOUS, and PATHE TICALL 
COMPLEMENTALL EX. 
PRESSIONS, 


MR Onfirme me in your favour, with a ſmile. 
ogy T he juſtnefſe ofmy cauſe, I hope will 
Eq 2aine ſucceſſe. 
dj. Her necke's more white , then' new 
A falne ſnow. Be 
Herbreaſts, are ſwan-like. 
Her very breath perfumes the aire ſhe breaths, 
Youembrace the occaſion todepart. 
+ Welcome as Manna, to my hungry ſoule. - 
I will contrive my ſelfe for your beſt uſe. 
I will performe my beſt on your behalte. 
Shee is a rich myne of beauty. 
Shee is the glory of her ſex. 
Shee beares the palme of beauty fromthem all. 
Others compar'd to her, ſeeme like glimmering 
farres to the full Moone. 
Her breath's more odiferous, then a bed of ſpices. 
. Nature ne're fram'd a more delicious piece. 
Iiepay the tribute of my lips, to your fgirehands. 
The muſicke ofthe ſpbeares, is not fo __ 
The name of him you come from, is warrant ſuth- 
| E 3 | cient 


£ 
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cient tqmake = welcome here. 
Let my boldneſſe prove pardonable. 
Let us change aire alittle. 
You have.power to ſteere me, as you pleaſe. 
I hope you hold no ſuſpition of me. 
'Tis my duty to y your faire commands. 
My feares are almoſt over. 
In your good, I'le bury all my hate. 
I can reliſh any thing that comes of free coſt. 
You are the only man I have ambition to honour. 
I ſhould be proud to merit ſuch a favour. 
'Tis in your power to oblige me. 
Pray point mee out ſome ſervice, toexprefſe my 
gratitude, 22>: 
You will diſhonour me by your ſuſpition. 
I know youare all Court-ſhip. 
You have diſcourſt me intoadmiration. 
T'l live an bereticke in that point. 
You have aſoule is full of gratitude. 
You have ſown your charity in a fruitfull ground, 
You are veryliberall in language. 
Breake ſilence, when you pleaſe. 
Doome me not a ſcorne, before condemn'd. 
Your fight gives me alerſe of longer life. 
Bee wiſe, faire opportunity waites upon your 
pleaſure. | 
Your will is but controul'd by daſtard feares. 
Ler me now circle in mine armes, all happineſſe. 
I have not ſoule enough, to apprehend my joyes. 
I hope my fortunes cannot deſerve your icorne. | 
Let me be bold roclaime your noble promiſe. = 
My blood heaves in my veines, — , 
'Tis 
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= happinefſe enough , that you have mentio- 
n ik, , 
Let me beg your pardon, 
Make me happy to renew my ſuite. 
Vouchſafe me kiſſe your hands. 
Ile conſecrate this day to triumph. 
Iam ſhadow to your worthineſle, noble friend. 
The riches of the world flow to your coffers. 
Thinke not, that I would bid you graſpe the wind, 
or call you to the embracing of a cloud. 
You have power to meltmee, and caſt mee in-any 
mould. 
All my breaſt holds, I'le powre into thee. 
bl Te tell it, or ſpeake it in thine cares. 
I had been happier by your fellowthip. 
Put on your better lookes, or thoughts, 
Ther's nought, but faire and intended to you. 
Speake your imperfe& thoughts. 
1amever bound to you, for many favours. 
Fame renders you moſt worthy of it. 
. Report could never have gota ſweeter aire to flye 
in, than your noble breaſt. 
Youare all bounty, all worth. 
Enjoyne me to what puniſhment you pleaſe. 
Tie flye at your commands. | 
I feare 'twill prove prodigious to you. 
Your warrant muſt prove mighty then: 
For this let me embrace you. | 
I willbe ſecret as your ſoule, or night. 
PFle like your ſhade purſue-yous @ =» 
| All faire content dwell here. 
Fortune may be propitious yet. 


ls 
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 _ I feare, my griefes are not at full yet. 
I emulate your daring ſpirit. 

- You can bawle well, with your full oy ſtet voyce. 
You barke tooamuch, to bite. o y 
Allvalour's not cenfin'd within your breaſt. 

The happineſle of the day crowne your defires. 
I wiſhthe night may equall the dzyeshappineſle. 
All content, both night and day , crowne your de- 
fires. by 1 v2 41 
My deſires equall your wiſhes, 
Ile weepe the day our, and out-mourn the night. | 
Who gave you patent toexamine me. * 
She equalls your Commends in all refpeQs. 
Sotrue a faire, I ne're beheld till now. 
You merit not, to touch fo choiſe a rarity. 
You over-charge me with fo greata favour, as your 
deſcending thusto viſite me. 10 194% 
Your carriage ſpeakes you fo impartial! worrhy, 
I ſhould doe wrong to merit, not tohonour you” 
Your hopes ſhould flyc a pitch above it. 
I ſee, there ſpeakes a fortune in your brow. 
I dare not looke ſo high. | 
Is this the hooke your golden battedoth coyer. 
I willnot further difſwade your reſolution. 
I will not lefſe eſteeme your merit. 
You engage me to you ever. 3 
Her minde's ſo-cchaſt, aman may ſooner meK the 
Alpes, then her | þ 64 
You are ungentle totrinmph im/my torment. 
Glut your lentlelſe rt fall eyed forrow. 
$hee isall amorovs, allfaive, | nt 
Thoſe teares would meltthelwmers of __ kl 
0 
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Gold, thatdoth uſher greatneſſe, lacques you. 
The tongues of Ravens are too milde to ſpeake it. 
You caſt your eyes too much upon the flame, 
proves your deſtruQion. 
Turne backe your Commet eyes, or I ſhall pe- 
rifh in the flames of love. 
T'le be as juſt to you, as heaven to trueth, 
Can there remaine a ſoule, that will vouchſafe 
me pity. 
le put you to the teſt, 
Youdazell your owne eys. 
I will out-toyle the day for your content. 
I cannot ſpeake your worth to the full. 
What ſad noyſe wounds my eares. 
You are the prodigy of nature. 
You are the ſubſtance of that ſhadow, I did re- 
preſent. ; 
The world may ſmile againe. 
Calme your contumelious tongue. 
Reverſe that doome. 
It I fay, I may repent, but ifI fiveare, itis irre- 
vocable. | | | 
You looke like leane fac'd envye. 
I ſcorne your worthlefſe threats. 
You have a Tygers heart wrapt in awomaits hide. 
Even asthe rockes pleaſe them , that feare their 
w_ —_ 
| ive no limits to my tongue. 
Without your leave, Ime oriviledg'd to ſpeake. 
Y our man-hood hangs upon your tongue. 
As ifa channell, ſhould be call'd, the Sea. 
Whether flzethg guats, 2 to the Suns. 


Dark 
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Dark clowdy death, ore-ſhades his beames of life. 
Aske mercy, andobraine no grace. 
The ghoſtly Father now hath done his ſhrift. 
Youcry content, to that which grieves you moft. 
You can adde colours to the Camelion. 
You can change ſhapes with Proteus. 
You'le ſet the aſpiring Cateline to Schoofe. 
Fle never fawne upon your frownes. 
You are as amorous as youthfull May. 
You areas gray as January. | 
My deeds ſhall alwayes waite upon my promiſe. 
Juſt «Eſopps crowe, pranc'd up in borrowed fea- 
tners, : 
Allmy liberty lies in your ſervice. 
More manners wovld become you better. 
I yield my ſelfe to your direQion , manage mee at 
your pleaſure. | 
You would faine endeare your ſervice; 
I have beene faithfull in all you truſted me. 
I'le make a vertue of neceſſity. 
No ſervice, more then reciprocall. 
I cannot paſſe you without an ave. | 
Secret as mid-night , quicke as lightning, ſure as 
the ſunne. 
I liſtned for that ſtring ,, and you have toucht it. 
You oppreſle me with wonder. 
Ile give no ſufferage to it. 
I feare you have madea conveyance of your Virgi- 
pity before-hand. 
You have ſuck'd the milke of the Court. ' 
I'le be your anvill to worke upon. 
Lyill out-waite a Sergeant for you. 
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Shall I hope this benefit from you. 
You ſet too high a price on my poore deſervings. 
I reap'd more grace, then Ideſervdorhop'd. 
Darke night hath ſhur up day, to pleaſure us. 
| Whatever joy earth yeelds, ſucceede ro you. 
The vertues of your minde would force a Stoicke 
to ſue te be your ” anne 
You are a ftaine of honour. 
I am a conſtar't lover of your minde. 
Your noble deeds, tranſcend all preſidents. 
It is an honour, and ſo I doe receive it. 
Peace waite upon you. 
It is a favour, and ſo I doe receive it. 
— You have fir'd mee with the heate of your deſer- 
vings. | 

he vertues of your mindeare infinite. 

You wander in the wilde maze of deſire, 

Pray guide me to your lips. 

Your fookes are agues tO me. 

Ler's have a ſcene of mirth. 

You are adiligeat obſerver ofthe times, 

Too much of one diſh cloyes one, 

F'le ſeate you on a hill of happineſle. 

I teelea womans longing. 

You have out- ſtriptme 1n the race of honour. 
"Tis farre from me, to be your rivall. 

One frowne of yours, ſtrikes dead all comfort in 

MEE. 

Your feares are needleſſe. | | 
Tle not be wanting : bur ſtil tr.ve to ſerve, 
You are the miracle of vertue.! 

*I Rand indebted for a hone ro you, 

2 


In 
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In thankefull duty, Ile ſtudy how to ſerve you. 
| I cannot ſpeake your prayſes tothe full. 

Your breaſt's my SanQuary. 

It is not worth your thoughts. 

I prize him to his worth. 

In rhought I am not guilty. 

Let methrive, as my intents are honeſt. 

I have a ſtrong aſſurance of your vertue* 

It is unfit, that I ould preſſe it further. 

Such thovghts are farre from my ambition. 

This is impudence beyond expreſſion. 

Trouble me not with thankes. 

It merits not your thankes. 

Fortune claimes a ſhare in't. 

I doe partake your ſufferings. 

There's no happineſſe in my gift, but you may 
challenge, 

Tle plead my intereſt. 

File rather doubt an oracle , then queſtion what 
youdeliver. | : 

You may teach Hermes eloquence. 

You looke with covetous eyes upon her. 

I plead for that, which youwith joy ſhould offer, 

Leape into mine armes, and then aske pardon. 

Theſeare ſtrange Meanders. 

I hope you'le pleaſe tothinke'upon my fufferings. 

My want of power to ſatisfie ſo.great a debt,makes 
me accuſe my forrunes. | 

You may as you pleaſe, determine of me. 

You caper, as you were all aire,or fire. 

Fle be as bnmble, as your Spaniel. 

Your bounty (like a new Spring ) hath reviv'd the 
Autumne of my ycares: b 
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Ivillnotwarre with Eloquence. 
A bed of ſnakes ſtraggle within mee. 
Faire fortune be your guide. 
You feeme to out-march time. 
You are skilfull in patience. | 
You are fortunes mynion, and fleepe in herbo- 
ſome. 
I feare you'l make me guilty of Idolatry. 
Such endearements , will too much impoveriſh 
my gratitude. | 
ake me into your boſome, and hide me there. 
I efteeme you a friend to vertue. 
Not the mountaine Ice, congeal'd toChryſtall, is 
more chaſt then ſhee. | 
Your marrow's frozen in your bones. 
You ſpeake, or puffe, like a Cannon. 
Tle be obedient to your juſt commands 
I'le celebrate my Mis health to you. 
Her breath is like the ſmoake of ſpices, 
Iever held you my beſt example. 
Shee whiſpers like the amorous lute. 
'Tis not in me forto refiſt your pleaſure 
The flye with winged haſt. 
You councell, like an oracle. 
Te likean amorous winde , ſport with your hair. 
Let my entreaty have power, to alter your com- 
mands. | 
| Tknowyour worth, and eſteeme your friendſhip 
precious. 
You may challenge all my power on. your be- 


| Youarethe flarre, that rules my faculties. | © 


F 3 _ Gallants 
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 Gallantsare much oblig'd unto the finnes of La- 


dies. | 


You did miſpend that breath. 
My faith cannot admit of this. 
To ſee your harmony , will make me finne in wi- 


Sa. : 


Truſt not the unruly appetite of youth, 
Youare much given to propogation. 


'Y'ave bath'd your filken limbs in luſtfulldalliance. 


you walke in artificall clowds. 

Your guilt doth make you aguiſh. 

you tremble, like a froſty Ruſſian ona hill. 

I teare you will convert to ſtone, 

You wrong your judgement. 

My ſervices merit no {uch regard. 

My joy exceeds my wonder. 

You ſtill oblige my gratitude. 

You walke in cloudy my ſts. 

You barke againſt the Moone. 

Seean 9bje& worthy pity. 

Leave withme firſt ſome comfort. 

Farewell, faire regent of my ſoule. 

You will make happy rhe man that ſhall poſſeſſe 
Ou. 
never hop'd from you ſo large a bounty. 

Your tongue is a perpetuall motion. 

Thought 1s not more ſwift. 411 
ouare a Stukely,. or a Sherley, for your ſpirit 


and bounty. 


Shee ſends you amorous glances from her cyes. 


- 


They fight love on both fides. 
Be moderate my joyes. . .. 


- i 


d | 
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My joyes areat the full. --- &f 2 VOL 26% 
"The bleſſings of your Miſtriſſe fall upon you. 

You ſeemeable, without the hbelpe of muſcadine 
and egges. 

It ſhall be in my Creed. 

I'te mount me on the wings of haſt. ] 
Aske your thoughts, if they can counſell keepe. 
This fight is phyficke to my ſoule, 

I love to heare vice anatromized. 

Marriage is my wiſhes happineſſe. 

Would I were Secretary to your thoughts. 

Your thoughts and mine, run parallel in that. 

My beſt abilities of power are at your ſervice. 

You are the ſtarre that guides my motion. 

Fle boſome what I thinke. 4 

It was the end of their creation, 

A maiden-head, is as a creature got in the eye, 
conceived in a kifle : ſome call itafigh, and ſome an 
amOorous groane: . | 

The very aire is raviſht with her touch. 

This place is not my ſpheare. 

I have no ſhift of faces, nocleft tongue. 

You-are the ſoule of goodnefle. 

Let me adore my E[culap tus. - 

Checke your paſſions, be maſter of your ſelfe. 

He lookes too full of death, for you to deale with. 

Shee ſhines bright like the Moone, among the 
leſſer lights. 

I muſt make a rude departure. 

You muſt uſe more then a common ſpeed. 

Iam not Oedipus enough to underſtand you. 

I muſt begladto praiſe my obedience. wa 

9- 


' "& vw 
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As lov'd, as is theaire L breath. ._. 
You. are the friend of ſeaſon, anddoe: follow for- 
rune. | 

Ile ſooner truſt a Sinon. 

You ſeeme to tread 6n aire. 

Let me enjoy my longines. 

"Tis now about the noone of night, 

Runne a Licors pace. 

Fle reare a Pyramis to-your memoric. 

It is an at moſtworthy: Hell, and laſking night. 

Now F4ass be my ſpeed. 

Can you freeze, and ſuch a heate ſo nigh you, rea- 
dy to difolve you. 

Shee hath. an. cafie melting lippe, a ſpeakingeye. 

All the dayes good attend you. | 

Can your beliefe lay hold on ſuch a miracle. 

"Good gall be patient. 

Ile feede you with delight. 

My fortunes thrive beyond imagination. 

My hopes are prevalent. 

Why are you cloath'd in teares or ſorrow. 

yenus compar'd to her, was but a Blowze. 

Hereyes are Dyamands, ſet in pureſt gold. 

You are the ſtarre, by whom my fate is led, 

I love to reliſh ſweete variety. 

You are clouded all with paſſion. 

I hope our loves are twinnes. 

Your wanton bloed danceth within your veines. 

You ſpeake all comfort to.me. , 

My blood is almoſt frozen with deſpaire- 

Laments are idle, ſceke better remedies. | 

I muſt coogjle you in the carglague of wy daszucſt 

friends. You 
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' Yon will perfwade belicfe. 
You live like a ſcreech-owle in aſecret cave. 
It is the bleſſing of my fate. 
Your example ſteeres mee. 
Our moderators are our ſwords. 
Iburſt, if Icontaine my paſſion. 
Te be a juſt executor, of your will. 
Te raine a ſhowre of gold into your lap. 
My truſt ſhall quit your faith, 
Hername, like ſome celeſtiall fire , quickens my 
ſpirits. 
I never knew vertue, and beauty meete in a ſweeter 


nature. 


My wiſh requites you. 

I am planner-ſtrucke. 

Your guile doth binde your ſecreſie, 

You cannot tempt me, Syren. 

I know what ſnake would ſting you. 

My love's like fate, vnnmoveable. 

I am blindeto your inticements. 
Thave beene true unto your pleaſures. 

I ſhall reſt gratefull for it. 

Your preſence is reſtorative. 

Let me not periſh in your fayour. 

They greet 1n ſilence, as the dead are worit. | 
Your wordsare Rayſers to.my wounded heart. 
Fle climbe Olympus top. ' 

The golden ſunne ſalutes the morne. 

You are above pale envies threatning reacb. -. 
The ſunne hath gilt the Ocean with his bearhies. 
You thnnder with your tongue. * 
Better then you, have nr Vulcans badge. 


There, 
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There's mulicke in her ſauil 
I will, prevent the ſun 


My rage hath plung'd me into a fea of danger.- 
Diſparage not your worth ſo. 
You are tul! of faire deſert; 
I have been bound ro you, by many favours. 
I ſhall nc ver me1it your leaſt of favours tome- 
I never bound you ro me by deſert. 
Youare a man moſt deare in my regard. 
The Ocean's not more bouudlefſe, then your fa- 
vours. 
Some fury prickes you on ,. and hurries you to 
milchiefe. | 
I cannot harbour ſuch a difloyall thought. 
your purſe is my Exchequer, 
Build on my faith. 
Wirth what face of braſſe can you ſpeake this. 
'You move me both to paſſion, and to pitty. 
Itzis an a of night, 
your lipp's she path ofpleaſqre, and the gate of 
blifſe. 
You will have much adoe, to winne beliefe. 
Iam wrapt in a maze of wonder. | 
Wee come. with prepared ſtomackes, to your 
Feaſt. 
A generall ſilence hath ſurprized all. 
Te lodge you in my bofome, and weat you.in my 
hea rr. & / 
Her hog ur is as ſpotleſſe as the Moone. 
Thi; light in me begets much admiration. 
I ſhall turce baby tog.. OS 


y 
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A mart of beauties inher viſage meete. 

If once I lov'd you, greater is your debt. 
Wrong not our triend-ſhip ſo. 

Let feare goe ſeeke a daſtards neſt. 

Tle call your tongue to ſtrict account for this. 
le ope my boſome toyou, 

You thinke youcan enchaine me with a ſmile. 
Youare a white inchantreſſe, Lady. 

A beauteous body hides a loathſome ſoule. 
Youare to her a ſin-burgt Black-a-moore, 
Yourtongue is like the ſting of Scorpions, 
Let my ſubmiſſion my preſumption ſalve. 

No paines, but pleaſure Sir. | 
Come, forget your Courtiers, and talke like ho- 


neſt men. 


Sure you had a ſatyreto your fire, 

M idnight would bluſh at this. ' 

I ever held your worth in great eſteem, 

Your breaſt is my ſanQuary. 

I heare , or feare atempeſt comming. 

Give me leave to plead my innocency. 

Which of my a&tions hath rendred me ſuſpeed. 
Pray uſe my ſervice in't, 

Let proofe plead for me. 

'Tis a diſgrace would dwell upon me, ſhould you 


refuſe me. 


«+ $331 
o. * 
«+ a 


I have no faculty, which is cot yours. 
Your charity is my heritage.;.1 -; 
Your lookes enforce a freedome out of boadage. 
You are as jealous 2x. Turkey, :-; 
May your goodnefle get _ a happy hugband. 
2 
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I am proud to pleaſe you.- 
Yeu are a noble giver. 

Let me feale my vow'd faith on arte. 
By you, like your ſhade, Ile ever dwell... 
Youout-dare danger: 

My fanci's oft a prophet. 

The juſtneſſeof my cauſe, and honour guard me. 
You mke my faith to ſtagger. 

Let no due be wanting. 

you are toher a meere dul] ſhadow. 
'Tis pity love ſhould be ſotyrannous, 
I'de rather ſee a Wren hawle ata flye. 


My heart is wing'd with haſt, that out-flies mo-- 


tion. . 
You have a goodnefle, paſt equality. 
Ile ſtretch your patience higher yet. 
I hold your words a rocke to build upon. -. 
Doubt not my diligetce.- | 
This kifſe ſeales my repentance: 
'Tis now-no time for Court-ſhip. 
You cannot command, what Ile not execute. 
You have hit the obje&, that I look'dat. 
you cannot command, with more willingnefle then 
Fe obey. 
- I dare not ſpeake my knowledge. 
As you have vertue, ſpeake it. 
Unlocke this ſecret. - L | 
Your jealouſic doth fooke, or {laye you. 


- - The unblowne Roſe , the -mynes: of ChryRall, 


nor the Diamond , are not more chaſte ,'or' pure 
then thee, Wars HIT TECT YAM 


« - 


— 


© 
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Can there be ſuch a lethergy in nature. 

Let not ſadnefſe thus afli& you. 

They which dare doe, dare ſuffer. 

'Tis no more, then what your worth may chal- 
lenge. | 
Tu aremy Nightingale of comfort. 

Te keepe a Jubile to your memory. 

Your tongue cannot defame me. 

Nothing can hinder fate. 

Few words, and good deeds, are beſt pleaſing to 
WOmen. 

Youare rackt in the haven of happineſle, 

The hand of heaven reward you. 

You have throwne me on abed ot miſery. 

Your love out- ſtrips my merit. 

The Court's a ſpring, each Lady is a roſe. 

Women are Angels, clad in fleſh. 

Your will commands, .and mine obeyes. 

Her maiden cheekes, bluſh with Vermilion. 

My eyes pay tribute, where my heart payeg lave.. - 

You are the patron of my hopes. 

Your purſe is proud, although your garment's 
poore. Eh 

This gallant will command the Sunne.-- 

The harveſt of his life is paſt. 

Your memory deſerves to-outlive time. 

. . Youlikea Commet doeattraR all eyes- 
Imuſtenjoyn you to an a& of ſecrefie. 
Youare the ſtar of my felicity. 
qu apply a balme , worſe then the wound it ſelfe, 
ouſeeme devoted unto ſarroy. - - 


Itis a Paradice, en) ar 4 
G3. 


Wrong 


WITS LABYRINTH, 
Wrongnot her ſpotlefſe chaſtity. 
You arethe (ſhame ofmen. 

' You breath'd a p;ſſionate ſigh. 

You temporize with ſorrow, mine is fincere. 
Swifter then meditation. 

Let my repentance make ſatisfaAion , for my 

Wrongs tO you, 

Your chinne, almoſt appeares a wilderneſſe. 

It is a meere impoſture. 

You have made me ficke with paſſion. 

My armes ſhall be your ſanQuary. 

Ile free you from all danger. | 

The hand of heaven is in't. | 

O ſuite your pity with your infinite 2 j 


You are theonly anchor ofmy h 
There 1s no treaſtre upon earth like her, 
What breeds diſtruft in you. 
I waite the cenſure of {an doome. | 
Your heart is not confederate with yourtongue. 
I am proud, my houſe containes ſuch worthy 
Fry ford ſhall be di 
y ſword ſhall be yonrguardian. 
In your lofſe, my joy eclipſed] is» 
As white as innocence it ſelfe 
You ſerve the times. 
_ __ o_ het perfumes. | ml 
neſs js t _ from whetice it Aues. 
nefle and verttie Carege of your 4cquain- 
—_ 


You underſtand not the "OF m Hewes 
Light is not clearer, | EF 0 : A 


1 


Ir is no pilgrimage to travel to your lipss. 1 


W478 LABYRINTH. 47 


A charityy; #ke all your other-vertues.: . 7. .- 

Iam in a ſtrait of miſcries | | 

As covetousasa barren wombe. 

As rare as vertue at the Court. 

As glorious asa noone-tide ſun. 

My entertaincment hath confirm'd my welcome. 
e love by deftiny. 

I live indeer'd unto your faith. 

You have blaſted the harveſt of my hopes. 

Your words have charm'd my ſoule. 

Let me entreate your ſilence. 

I will nottruſt the airewith it. 

You wound my heart. 

You ſwell like a ſpring tide. 

Heaven hath been my friend. 

Iam ſorry to have been the meſſenger of that af- 


flias you. 


I want no part of welfare,but your wiſhedpreſence, 
You have no ſence of oriefe. | 

Make me companion of your cares. 

Play not the Tyrant with me. 

You'l bed with ice and ſnow. 

You are too much an Adamant. 

My thankes requite you. 

You'l waſt your fclfe with ſorrow. 

Thoſe eyes were made to ſhine,not waſt with dew. 
Your preſence is powerfull... . 

My ſtarres owe me more happineſſe. 

Let not paſſion clowde your vertues. 

Your words and lookes are ſtrangers. 


Goe 


R. wITS LABYRINTH. 
' Goe bath yourlips in rofie dew ofKifſts. 


— 


you are the miracle of friend{bip. 
I weare you in my heart. 
- Your favours have falne like the dew npon me. 
You make my vertue bleed, 
"Give me leave to waken your memory» 
It is an age, till night, 
Miſchiefe hath ſcarce a name beyond it. 
My Genius and yours are friends. 
Take heede, my hands will mminy. 
My tongue ſpeakes the freedome of my heart. 
You area very rat of Nylas. 
Mine eyes have feaſted on your beantuous face. 
I amall joy in your converfion. 
I owe ſervice to your love. 
In your love I number many bleſles, 
I will unrippe my very boſome to you. 
:'T hope you are not marble. 
I will beg your pity. 
Fle cheriſh your deſert, 
Command what you deſire. 
The ſunne and I muſt riſe together. 
I love the braine for the invention. 
Sure winter dwells upon your lipp, the ſnow is not 


-more cold. 


»C; 


Thetarres whereon I gaze, ſhall be your face. 
You with Ambroſiactekiſſes bathe yourlips. 
You may by vertue beate downe your ambition. 
'Our morning cock's turn'd Owle. 

Yare turn'd Perneſſus, late. 2 

Yau feede wy heartwith much ſweet hope. 


FITS LASTRINTH, 49 
My patience can digeſt your injuries. 
You arerichin eneſſe. 
You have a flinty heart. 
Your head doth beare the Calendar of age. 
ou may ufurpe your pleaſirre, 
You arc full of ly 
I le Centinell your fafety. 
You have power to ſway me, avs you pleaſe. 
Convert your rage tO. pity. 
I hould queſtion tructh, ro doube it, 
Your goodneſſe wants a prefident. . 
I ne're bebelda beauty more compleate. * 
T'le chronicle on 
Your 4CCeptance PeCOMPENCE» 
You no way have oltaded.” | 
M was my Ignorance , and no pretended hold. 
neſſe. 
Your Sunne ſhines.in my day. 
I'le bean «Arges ore you. | 
Your words to mee are Ags, | your promiſes 
are deeds, 
The Sunne ne're met the Summer with more 


joy» R : 
To you, I will diſcloſe my very boſome. 
No ſftorme conld be fo tyrannous, 
yYouwrap meup in 
I amas mute as night. '' ' ' 
Freely relate your ſorrows. 


4 4 Reports ſtrikes with wonder. 


You are gratefull, beyond merit, or deſert, 
You race with Berow LOTT Re? 


Ir 


- 


va &TH 
Ir would O99 25! 
Innocence is or) MI 'f 
os guild raiſes | fared om my deſerts; : 
boldneſle wragits @xcuſe; \--:. | 

L: = your ſervangfillinyour commands. '» 

Fo on your beſt deſires. | 

uage was not aim bh at you, 

Roraef ayes for-you. - 

I am barr'd bo much content.. 

Your ſervice ſhallhot dye unrewarded. 

This phyficke cures not me- 

T'le pay thetribute of my love to you. 

__- will out-ſtrip themmde. ''> A 

ather-{romxrgonr eyes, what your diſcale is, = 

Tle ſafely land you cutof alldanger. 4 
; Tfa ſtormefall ,, you ſballbemy ſhelter. 
© The Wolfe's in's owne ſnare taken. 
Mineeyes have luſtedfor you.” '' 7 77G 
You make me much yourdebtor, | 
. YVelcome, -as, light to. day , as health to ficke 


mien, T1 
hago,iparony buſtill. 
21g is the Frngs of the minde, that I -A rims 
at, ” Wl rf Vf) 

” | Therichesof yore minge are infinite, 
Let mee I nn: 105 246 qi Re 12 
'Tis not ſo ſweeteas muſickes!/i 7 1 62tit of 667 
This is beyond all patience.) 1 + | 


Shee needes not learne her beaxies __—_ of "2 '» 


you F 
i Give quiet your thanghwi i pdt 06 
Lat 
3L — 


PITS LABYRINTA oF. 
Let men that hope to be belov'd,' be Bold,” _ "AN 
; MOINES J where all good ſeeines to 
well 
My duty bindes me to obey youever, 
Youare an uſurer of fame. - ES 
I facrifice to you — incenſe of my thankes. 5 
Youweare a in FN x 
I willrepay vey faqs? PORT 
_ no reaſon to miſdoubt your Kith. 
ertue goe with 
You eds va Ns = 
Where ſhiries this ftarre!' LL 20QT HIEE 
Give hinia Court loafe,' ſtop his mouth with 4 
monopoly. | 
? I amengag'd to buſineſſe, Craves lome peed... 
Hereyes are Orbes of ſtates. 
Thankes for your wiſhes;  ''* ©* © 
You ſpeake the Courtiers Allee. 
Your tongue walkes from your heart." % 
'Tis your owne guiltafli&ts you": os bs 
If I can friend you, uſe me: ff s 
; "Ob; I ſhall robyonof too much: Prectdeſſe:” 
Sure, —_— haveloſt your uſe of reaſon. 
like a gumm'd velver. © 
Al things lie IHvell royour wiſhes. 
Your title, farre exceeds wy »6rth. 
You runne before your horſe to nate" 


1 | —__ z , 


Youare Er SN: 4-4 

wv Inherityourdefites, -, _— one Os | 
Your kindneſſe fieeretH, v4 es — — aan? VI 
Hope dior wh Small wing. c 


The 


Ga 


” 3% 


: L he FI in th Wc 


You or the which EA þ 
_— —_ ——= no-feopnd-cante 
Mm —— Me. * 
Soceſſe hath made you, 
Itis a confidencethatwell become 
I burne ina fwecte flame. 
' This ſervice is for vertues mann for reward. 


May your owne rod whipyou-. 


I ſee your witt's as as a pn pagen 
is great ad Ces 


,Your favaurs 1 
Let Bug ach the white pillowes of your na. 


ked breaſts. 
May-yot be ever bappy-. 
Your plealure is your ous + 
Your words, like aw licks. pleaſe Me... 
My fancys ots withia-me. 
ou have circumttancce of worth i in you. 
u feede on wiſhes... 
I prize yopr.loveabove allthegold in wealthy To- 
148 armes. 
Your garments areali made of Median is, 
le play at kiſſeswith you. . 
Here beaney Et ingoodacds. 
ere's 
' Give me a naked dfgold. 
| Your fingers are __ to quaver on aiuce. 
Your armes to hang abouta kgdirs pocke. 
Your tongue is oth Qanetl duceries; 


cas 7 <2 EEE) "FM #5 
BI Ts LAWVTRINTE. .. 
A kifle, is but a minutes joy. 
DerraRion dares not taxe you. 
Your beaut?'s without limits. | 
I plory inthe building I have rais'd. 
ou build upon my ruines. 
Your words are Delphian Oracles. 
My care ſhall not be wanting. 
Your withath too much edge. 
I am a Caſt-away, in love. 
You area flame of beauty. 
Sweete and delicious as the feaſt of love. 
The amorous ſupne courts the earth with ſmiles. 
— SY as the brearh of lutes, or loves delicicul- 


* + 4 
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PT The Errata. FE my 

ge 2.1.6- » C+ forfeit. p.6,1.6, ſollary, r- « Þ-61.16. 1 defire, r. 
Foe: "Lt. Stodeardyr untcerd age ny r. involye.p. 20.1. 10. 
iv'& r.liv* EARN pan HY .1.22.a,r0.p.351.8.of ho« 
nour,r-ro honour.p.3 5.1. 28.ſtrue,r.ſtrive.p.37.1.2. Qraggle,r.ſtruggle.p.38.1.6. 
propogation,r.propagation.p.41..24.Rayſers,r.Rayſors.p.42. 1.19.she path,r. 
the path. p. 43.1. 14-your,r.you are. p.44..1.8.mke,.r.make. p.44,.l. 12, bawle, r; 
hawke,p.48..16 bleſſes, r. blyfſes. 
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